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curses, low and loud, and have stood at a Mosque door beside
the murdered body of an Englishman shot down by a fanatic to
whom he was totally unknown, and I heard men urging the
crowd to treat me in the same way. That is racial and religious
hatred and yet even there this sentiment has been overcome by
patience and example and to-day is replaced by mutual good
feeling and respect.
We English have done much in India to warrant this respect
and much to incur unpopularity.   We have been very just but
too often unsympathetic, honest but overbearing, well-meaning
but deficient in understanding.   Our record is a fine one, marred
by petty errors and insularity.    There are excuses of course ;
many excuses.   The varied climates of India are always trying
and often pestilential.    The Indian of all the local races and
religions is " difficult," living amongst practices that at their
best are almost incomprehensible to the Western mind and at
their worst are revolting.   The Englishman, his body weary and
his brain fatigued, is dependent upon a not always congenial
society of his own race for companionship.   It is only in the great
cities that he is free to choose his friends and his associates*   His
life is often one of loneliness and exile, and is beset with petty
difficulties, and often enough with great ones.    There is per-
petual vexation of spirit and if he takes his duties seriously he is
seldom satisfied with the results.    There is of course another
class—a much less attractive one—the young Englishman who
takes no interest, who may be a good sportsman but who con-
siders all Indians as " niggers " ;  who expects to get untiring
services and to give little in return.   He takes back with him a
pleasurable impression of his service in India and leaves few
regrets when he goes away.   He has done a little good by his
cheery enjoyment of life and a little harm by his overbearing
arrogance.   He is often a soldier and probably quite a good one
and he almost invariably informs you that could he be Viceroy
for ten days, or ten minutes, he would solve the whole Indian
problem*    If he remains long in the country he becomes a
" die-hard " and cannot discuss India without getting red in the
face—or very pale.   His knowledge of the country is limited and
biassed.   His experience of the rest of the world is generally nil
He eventually retires to England where, unless he is amongst
his old cronies, he discovers that he has nothing to say that
anybody wants to hear and nothing to listen to that interests him.
It is a sad country, India, for those who give it a thought*

